268                               BOOTS AND SADDLES.
mon weight of anxiety, sought solace in gathering tc gether in our house. We tried to find some slight sui cease from trouble in the old hymns: some of ther dated back to our childhood's days, when our mother rocked us to sleep to their soothing strains. I remembe the grief with which one fair young wife threw hersel on the carpet and pillowed her head in the lap of tender friend. Another sat dejected at the piano, an struck soft chords that melted into the notes of th voices. All were absorbed in the same thoughts, an their eyes were filled with far-away visions and lon£ ings. Indescribable yearning for the absent, and ur told terror for their safety, engrossed each heart. Th words of the hymn,
"E'en though a cross it be, Nearer, my God, to Thee,"
came forth with almost a sob from every throat.
At that very hour the fears that our tortured mind had portrayed in imagination were realities, and the soul of those we thought upon were ascending to meet thei Maker.
On the 5th of July—for it took that time for th news to come — the sun rose on a beautiful world, bu with its earliest beams came the first knell of disastei A steamer came down the river bearing the wounde from the battle of the Little Big Horn, of Sunday, Jun 25th. This battle wrecked the lives of twenty-six wome at Fort Lincoln, and orphaned children of officers an soldiers joined their cry to that of their bereave toothers.ds.
